68          HELEN REDEEMED
Whose chronicling is over.    Mine's to do.
All day until the setting of the sun, Devising how to use what he had won Odysseus stood ; for nothing within walls Was hid, he knew the very trumpet-calls Wherewith they turned the guard out, and
the cries
The sentries used to hearten or advise "The city in the watches of the night. Once in, no hope for Ilios ; but his plight No better stood for that, since no way in Could he conceive, nor entry hope to win For any force enough to seize the gate And open for the host.
But then some Fate,
Or, some men say, Athen6 the gray-eyed, Ever his friend, never far from his side, Prompted him look about him.     Then he
heeds
A stork set motionless in the dry reeds That lift their withered arms, a skeleton host, Long after winter and her aching frost Are gone, and rattle in  the   spring's   soft
breeze
Dry bones, as if to daunt the budding trees And warn them of the summer's wrath to
come.
Still sat the bird, as fest asleep or numb With cold, her head half-buried in her breast, With close-shut eyes :  a dead bird on the
nest,